SIR WALTER RALEGH

Of Spenser's Faery Queen

METHOUGHT I saw the grave where Laura lay,

Within that temple where the vestal flame

Was wont to burn: and, passing by that way,

To see that buried dust of living fame,

Whose tomb fair Love and fairer Virtue kept,

All suddenly I saw the Fairy Queen,

At whose approach the soul of Petrarch wept ;

And from thenceforth those graces were not seen,

For they this Queen attended ; in whose stead

Oblivion kid him down on Laura's hearse.

Hereat the hardest stones were seen to bleed,

And groans of buried ghosts the heavens did pierce:

Where Homers spright did tremble all for grief,

And curst the access of that celestial thief.

Another of the Sams

THE praise of meaner wits this work like profit brings,

As doth the cuckoo's song delight when Philumena sings.

If thou hast formed right true Virtue's face herein,

Virtue herself can best discern to whom they written bin.

If thou hast beauty praised, let her sole looks divine

Judge if aught therein be amiss, and mend it by her cyne.

If Chastity want aught, or Temperance her due,

Behold her princely mind aright, and write thy Queen anew*

Meanwhile she shall perceive how far her virtues soar

Above the reach of all that live, or such as wrote of yore:

And thereby will excuse and favour thy good will,

Whose virtue cannot be express'd but by an angel's quill.

Of me no lines are loved nor letters are of price,

Of all which speak our English tongue, but those of thy device,

The Nymph s Repfy to the Passionate Shepherd

I. The Shepherd's Plea
[BY CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE]

COME live with me, and be my love,
And we will all the pleasures prove
That hills and valleys, dales and fields,
Woods, or ste'-py mountain yields.